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Drawn by WALTER DE Maris. 


“GosH, JUDGE, WOULDN’T IT BE AWFUL IF THESE HERE REFORMERS WUS TO TAKE AWAY OUR TERBACKER?” 
“On, I DON’T KNOW, JED. YOU COULD STILL SMOKE THAT STUFF YOU’RE SMOKIN’,” 
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Drawn by E. W. KEMBLE. 


The New Art: “MY SON, YOU SHOULD HAVE THAT LANDSCAPE FINISHED BY THE TIME I GET HOME. 


I WILL SIGN IT.” 


Time Isn’t Time 


Author of “Pigs Is Pigs,” “The Great American Pie Co.,” 


NE of the saddest cases 
that has come to the notice 
of the alienists of Bungo 
County, Ohio, is that of 
Henry J. Pilgarlic, who is 
now confined in a padded cell in the 
Bungo County Insane Asylum. 

It seems that for several years the 
town-clock on the city hall of Bungo- 
ville, the metropolis of Bungo 
County, has been out of order. The 
good people of Bungoville and the 
surrounding country have taken 
notice of this and have made allow- 
ances for it. They know that when 
the town clock points to eighteen 
minutes after four the correct time 
is seventeen minutes to three and 
that when the town clock strikes six 
it is eleven o'clock. 

Unfortunately, Mr. Henry J. Pil- 
garlic, who lives in Bungo County, 
six miles out of Bungoville, is a hot- 
tempered man and easily upset. 
Also, unfortunately, the town of Bun- 
goville has adopted “daylight sav- 
ing” time, while Bungo County has 
not. Thus it is sixteen minutes after 
five in Bungoville when it is sixteen 


minutes after four in Bungo County. ~ 


It was also unfortunate for Mr. Pil- 
garlic that he had to make a trip to 
Chicago, and that the trains arriving 
in Bungoville arrived and departed 


By Exriis PARKER BuTLER 


by Standard Time. Thus the three- 
twenty-seven Chicago train is sched- 
uled to leave Bungoville at four- 
twenty-seven, Bungoville time. 
Last week Mr. Pilgarlic drove into 
Bungoville from his farm to take the 
three-twenty-seven train at four- 
twenty-seven, but as his watch was 
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The Birds—MANKIND IS SURELY CON- 


SIDERATE. THIS COMBINATION PERCH 
AND RAIN-SHELTER IS A GREAT SUCCESS. 
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“The Jack-knife Man,” Etc. 


out of order he mentally adjusted 
it with the Bungoville town-clock. 
He noticed that the watch marked 
eighteen minutes to seven just as the 
town-clock marked eighteen minutes 
after four and he knew the correct 
time must be seventeen minutes to 
three which, in railroad time, would 
be seventeen minutes to two. 

Mr. Pilgarlic, knowing all this, 
began to figure what time the hands 
of his watch should mark when the 
three-twenty-seven train left Bungo- 
ville at four-twenty-seven. His 
watch was losing at the rate of two 
minutes and seven seconds per hour, 
for which he had to allow. 

Mr. Pilgarlic leaned on the counter 
of Joe Mezzer’s grocery store and 
began to figure on a large sheet of 
wrapping paper. Ten minutes later 
a thought came to him and he tele- 
phoned to the railway-station and 
asked about the four-twenty-seven 
train. 

“You mean the three-twenty-seven, 
don’t you?” the station master asked. 
“Well, the three-twenty-seven is 
ahead of time and will leave about 
two-fifty-eight, but she isn’t today’s 
three-twenty-seven, she’s yesterday’s 
three-twenty-seven. And I don’t say 
she will leave at two-fifty-eight. 
She’s picking up lost time at the rate 
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A Tantalizer 


“Any chance of getting a cocktail 
around here?” whispered the thirsty 
stranger who had just arrived in 
Ruralvale. 

“Yes,” whispered back the home- 
spunny-looking native to whom the 
question had been put, “you kin git 
one from Bill Laneford. Go down 
the road till you come to a house 
that’s painted red. Walk aroun’ to 
the back door an’ knock three times. 
Bill will come to the door. Tell him 
what you want. He’ll ask you fer 
ten dollars. Give it to him. Then 
he’ll pint to a buildin’ back of the 
house and he’ll say, ‘Thar’s whar’ 
you'll find what you asked fer, me 
friend. It’s my chicken coop. Please 
don’t hurt the rooster.’ An’ then 
Bill will shet the door, an’ you’ll hear 
him lock an’ bolt it.” 


The Mark of Perfection 
Dyer—How do you like your new 
car? 
Ryer—Fine! It won’t do a thing 
the salesman claimed it would. 


Just a Case of Viewpoint 

First Passenger (on stalled train) 
—This is very annoying. I’m on my 
way to close up a million-dollar deal 
and I won’t be able to get there in 
time. 

Second Passenger—I know just 
how you feel. It’s going to make 
me late for the annual meeting of 


PICTURE OF A MAN LOOKING AT A PICTURE OF A MAN LOOKING AT A PICTURE OF A the Knapp’s Creek Cemetery Asso- 


MAN LOOKING, ETC., ETC. 


of eight minutes per hour, and you'd 
better allow for that, or you may 
miss her.” 

So Mr. Pilgarlic went back to the 
grocery store counter and wet the 
point of his pencil and began to 
figure what time to be at the depot 
by his watch, if the watch lost two 
minutes and seven seconds per hour 
and showed eighteen minutes to 
seven when the town-clock marked 
eighteen minutes after four, which 
meant seventeen minutes to three, 
which was seventeen minutes to two 
by Standard Time. He wanted to 
know what time his watch would 
show when yesterday’s three-twenty- 
seven train arrived at two-fifty- 
eight, less eight minutes per hour, 
between now and then. 

Mr. Pilgarlic figured, and every 
now and then he would say “No, 
that’s town time,” or “No, that’s 
wrong; that’s railroad time,” and 
then he would tear up the sheet of 
paper angrily and swear and begin 
again, and—just when he thought 
he had the thing worked out correctly 
—he discovered that he had added 
an hour instead of subtracting it; or 


subtracted it instead of adding it. I 
don’t now which. No one ever does 
know whether to add that hour or 
subtract it. Anyway, Mr. Pilgarlic 
had it the wrong way. He put his 
hands in his hair and moaned, and 
just then the town-clock struck. It 
struck eight and then thirteen and 
then seven and then forty-six, and 
Mr. Pilgarlic leaped over the counter 
and bit Joe Mezzer on the calf, and 
the alienists, when they consideved 
the case, sent him to the insane 
asylum for life. It is a sad, sad 
case. 


A Two-Part Day 

Cumson—Did you have a quiet 
Fourth? 

Millman—We did after eight 
o’clock in the morning. By that time 
the Brown boy and the Greene boy 
had been taken to the hospital, and 
the Black boy was in the morgue. 


A Mystery 
Rub—A woman has just been ar- 
rested for carrying concealed weap- 


ons. 
Dub—Where? 


ciation myself. 


Stimulating the Memory 
His Wife—I hope you'll be decent 
enough to remember the waiter. 
Mr. Pester—Can I ever forget 
him? He stuck his thumb in my 
soup, dripped pudding sauce on my 
coat and addressed me as “pal.” 
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THE REAL WorRLD’s CHAMPION OF THE 
RING. 
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Drawn by ART HELFANT. 


“He Forcot HIMSELF.” 


Farewell, Ye Freaks! 
HE American circus magnates 
have issued a decree against 
“freaks” in the show business. The 
wild man, the bearded lady, the living 
skeleton, the fat woman, the rubber 
man and the snake-charmer have 
been relegated, so far as the obsolete 
side-tents are concerned, to eternal 
oblivion. May we fondly hope that 
this is a sign of the times? Pos- 
sibly the hour is at hand when freak 
poetry, paintings, carvings, dances, 
social panaceas, and other contem- 
porary monstrosities, must follow the 
side-show stars into that land where 
it is always after-dark. And with all 
these variegated undesirables may 
go, perchance, those infant musical 
and literary prodigies whose genius 
will never mature unless they spend 
the next few years outside the lime- 
light, where there is sleeping and 
cutting of teeth. 


A Favored Mortal 

The Mendicant—Could you help a 
poor homeless guy that ain’t got a 
dollar nor a friend? 

Old Multirox—Not a friend? No 
one to tell you disagreeable things 
for your own good? No one to touch 
you for a dollar? Man, you don’t 
know your luck. 


Her Sense of Fitness 

Little Ethel had lost her grand- 
father. A few days after the funeral 
she asked her mother if she could 
play the piano a little while. 

“No, dear, don’t you know that we 
are in mourning?” her mother re- 
plied. 

“Well,” insisted the disappointed 
child, “I don’t think it would be 
saapey if I only played on the black 
eys.” 


Different Ways 

“Oh,” giggled the frivolous dam- 
sel to her beau, “you just ought to 
see my arms. Mamma told me not 
to go bathing so much, but I just 
would, and I got tanned away above 
the elbows.” 

“That’s nothin’,” put in her small 
brother, who was sitting gingerly on 
the edge of his chair, “Mamma told 
me not to go bathing, too, but I didn’t 
get tanned on the arms.” 

And the small boy received the 
usual bedtime hint. 


What Hurt 
Dick—Wonder what made Patty 
cry so when the doctor took the 
X-ray? 
Dolly—She was afraid he would see 
how naughty she was inside. 


Liquid Measure 
Nipp—How far is it to the next 


town? 
Chauffeur—About three flasks. 
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Guarding Her Reputation 
Mr. Longsufferer—Can’t you broil 


a steak without burning it? I can’t 
eat burnt steak. 
Gladys, the Cook—Sure, I can. 


But if your missus sees me caterin’ 
to your appetite I’m afraid she’ll 
think I’m tryin’ to vamp you. 


Heave Ho! 
The mystery of the missing ships 
is not as heartfelt as the loss of the 
old five-cent schooner. 


Mint and Thyme 
Patron—Have you saved me any 
old coins lately? 
Deceiving Teller—No. I haven't 
run across any for some time. I 
think they musta quit making ’em. 


Sure Thing 
“Do you think women have a sense 
cf humor?” 
“Sure thing. Look how many of 
them are wedded to jokes!” 








The Month of Weather, Wandering and Wave-washing 
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DAYLIGHT — SAVING ON 
4HE OLD FRONT PORCH 
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AL BALF HOLIDAY ON 
FRIDAY" 






AS LONG AS THE 
OFFICE 1S CLOSED 
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FOREST WILLS, L1 WOMEN'S 
HENNIS CHAMPIONSHIP, 
WEST SIDE TENNIS 5 


INDICATIONS ARE “THAT 
OVERALLS WILL AGAIN BE 
WORN THIS FALL 
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MENU FOR “THE LATE 
RETURNING GOLFER. 


ROAST 
COLO SHOULDER— TONGUE 
Ice WATER 
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“ALLOW ME 
TO OFFER My 


CONGRATULATIONS» 






eer. TIME — LOCK. 


SYSTEM inVENTED 


1920 SEOUL, KOREA'- 
U5, CONGRESSMEN HERE 


é 


- RUTH MADE 





\890- JESSUP'S NECK LI. 
AF MACKENORICK PADDLED 
CANOE ONE MILE IN 9.29 








GUM DROP, ALASKA 


OPERA NIGHT 





27 


LONG ISLAND 
TRAINS 


y, Ay. 


Sin 
Wee 
Ura 


Sh 
ep. 


as 


i) | 
C45 


(ts . 


Ass oni 


\T]o- BATTLE OF 
LONG ISLAND 





28 








Thy, 





50 


TAKE YOUR FIELD GLASSES 
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WATCH “THE YACHT RACES 
— AND WATCH “THE 
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Drawn by JOHN CONACHER, 


“ERNEST WIGGINS, I THOUGHT YOU SAID YOU KNEW HOW TO SAIL A BOAT!” 
“Now MABEL, IN ALL FAIRNESS, HOW MANY MEN WOULD HAVE THE SENSE TO CAPSIZE IN THREE FEET OF WATER?” 





Fate and Pajamas 


matters of mere garb to be- 

come a paramount issue in my 
scheme of things. This is particu- 
larly true with regard to nightwear. 
When I go to bed I do so largely for 
purposes of slumber and my attire is 
simple and comfortable, rather than 
ornate or gaudy. I make no bid when 
in bed for the acclaim of the casual 
onlooker. I had selected nightwear 
always from a purely utilitarian 
angle—until one day. Then, as I was 
about to make a journey across the 
continent, it occurred to me that I 
must operate on a slightly different 
basis. With the thought of a whole 
procession of nights on a Pullman, 
I realized that I must do the fair 
thing by other passengers. I must 
make them glad they were traveling. 
As I look at it, the man who stays 
at home is entitled to all the simplic- 


() inatters of I do not permit 


By Frep C. KELLy 


ity in sleeping accoutrement he may 
desire. But living in a sleeping-car 
is something else again. One must 
contribute his little mite to the scenic 
environment. 

So I set out in search of something 
especially attractive and modish in 
pajamas. I went to the most exclu- 
sive shop in men’s togs and found a 
bright, forceful young clerk who 
seemed to catch the carnival spirit 
of my wishes at once. He was an 
enterprising young person who gave 
shimmy lessons by night and sold 
pajamas by day, so he confided to me, 
and one could see by the manner in 
which he was intrigued with his 
clothes that he, if any one, would be 
in direct touch with the Very Latest. 

I discussed the situation with him 
in a low, confidential tone, like that 
of a bridegroom inquiring the rate 
for room and bath, and he assured 
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me, while tapping me on the chest 
with his index finger, that he would 
show me something almost exactly 
like he, himself, wore. Thus placed 
at my ease, I found myself gazing at 
a dazzling layout with broad pink 
stripes and mother-of-pearl buttons. 
Feverishly I bought them on the spot. 
Then I explained that I wanted still 
another pair, and we took up the 
question of a suitable color to supple- 
ment the pink. I personally leaned 
toward a robin-egg blue, that my 
young friend had caressingly lifted 
down from his files, but I could see 
that his judgment lay in favor of a 
rich purple garment with white silk 
fastenings. It was indeed a regal 
outfit that I carried from the shop. 
I was flushed with a sense of tri- 
umph as I hastened homeward to 
place the bundle of treasure in the 
little old alligator bag. 
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When you whistled through your 

teeth and every body within two 

blocks turned to 
leok back — 





before him my sad plight 
and make to him my humil- 
iating proposition. 

Finally I put it right up 
to him and inquired if he, 
too, perchance, wore pa- 
jamas, and if so did he 
happen to carry an emerg. 
ency outfit strapped to his 
running board; moreover, 
would he consider an offer 
for the extra pair? 

He had no pajamas, he 
said, for the reason that 
he was addicted to the 
plain, unruffled, old-fash- 
ioned nightie. He told me 
I might borrow one and 








Riding with the motorman. 
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SUPREME MOMENTS IN A Boy’s LIFE. 


The approach of darkness on the 
first night of our journey meant more 
to me than it ever had before. Soon 
I should be intimately associated 
with the grandeur of my recent pur- 
chases. As I looked out of the win- 
dow, an innocent bystander might 
have guessed I was glaring at the 
hills in the distance, but I was trying 
to determine whether to select the 
pink or the purple. 

Ah, how slowly the hours passed 
between darkness and bedtime! At 
last, however, I found myself in 
lower eight with the pink-striped 
ones clutched to my bosom. How 
bright and lovely they were. I 
panted to insert myself into them. 
But strangely enough I had a feeling 
that, having got into 
them, I should feel little, 
if any, desire to parade 
the narrow Pullman 
aisle. I did not wish to 
subject them to the 
rude, unfeeling comment 
of the chance acquaint- 
ance. Then and there I 
entered into a covenant 
with myself that none 
should see how attrac- 
tively we assimilated— 
my pajamas and I— 
none except just me and 
the stars that peeked in 
through the half-raised 
curtain. Surely the stars 
up in God’s heavens 
should know a nifty 
thing when they see it! 
Yes, they would under- 
stand. 

Timidly I let myself 
into them. And—they 
were too small—they did An 
not fit—they did not ta 
fi-hi-hi-hi-hit me at all! 
It seemed they were a 
late model, all made in 
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one piece, but were entirely inade- 
quate for my purposes when consid- 
ered perpendicularly. And this was 
true, not only of the pink stripes, 
but of the companion garment, the 
gorgeous purple with white silk 
fastenings. 

Sadly, and in desperation, I re- 
dressed myself and went to the smok- 
ing compartment in search of some 
one with whom I might take up cer- 
tain negotiations. The only person 
there was a tall, dignified man who 
seemed to be all gummed up with 
cogitation when I came in, but grad- 
ually I engaged him in talk and he 
eventually thawed out. It was two 
hours, however, before I felt as if I 
had known him long enough to lay 
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Drawn by NATE COLLIER. 


welcome. It was not only 
a nightie, but a faded flan- 
nel nightie—in color some- 
where between drab and 
dun. What a contrast to 
the treasure pajamas in my bag. But 
there was nothing to do but return 
to my gloom-laded lower eight and 
put it on. It was like setting out in 
life to become an ambassador and 
ending up as a dressmaker’s husband! 

For a long time I lay in my berth 
pondering over what might have 
been. All about me strong men were 
snoring great snorts of contentment. 
But contentment knew not me. 
Every time I thought of the useless 
gay garments, my heart sank. Mel- 
ancholy clutched me. In that mood 
I made up my mind that there was 
just one thing to do. My pajamas 
and I must separate. To have them 
there beside me, while I wore a drab- 
bish dun or dunnish drab night- 








Say It WITH FLouR. 
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Mr. Homestewed: THESE NEW SANITARY DRINKING FOUNTAINS ARE TOO DARNED 


COMPLICATED! 


shirt, was mockery. I pushed the 
button for the porter. 

“Henry,” I began, in a hoarse 
whisper, “these are for you. Take 
them and treat them as your very 
own. But I must never see them 
again. With me they represent the 
past. If I ever come to you, Henry, 
on my bended knees and coax you 
to tell me where they are, you must 
not tell me. I am calm now, Henry; 
1 know exactly what I am saying to 
you. I have thought it all over. 
Take them. They can never be any- 
thing to me.” 

Mysteriously he went his way, the 
dark man with a bundle; and with 
him those silken pajamas passed out 
of my life forever. 


When the Unexpected 
Happens 


By L. B. BIRDSALL 


Two thousand pairs of eyes were 

riveted on the great singer as 
the stood there in all her mature 
beauty, the incarnation of glorious 
womanhood. 

Two thousand breaths were held 
in pleasurable suspense as the golden 
notes issued from her lovely throat 
and vibrated through the great audi- 
torium like joyous, living things. 

It was the supreme moment of the 
great singer’s life, the moment she 
had dreamed of during those long, 
lean years of preparation. The con- 
summation of all her efforts and sac- 
rifices was here, around her, to- 
hight. She had won. 

There was a smile of triumph on 
her lips as the end of the song ap- 
proached. The last soaring note was 
forming, quivering like some melo- 
dious bird eager to fly to empyrean 


heights. ... And then—something 
snapped and that last wondrous note 
was irretrievably lost in the cry of 
fear and despair that escaped the 
great one’s lips. 

Two thousand pairs of eyes were 
riveted on the wonderful singer and 
two thousand breaths were held in 
grave suspense.... Her costly 
gown was slowly slipping to the floor. 


The Coutourier’s Day 


Cupid gets a great deal of credit 
that really belongs to modern styles. 
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Quiescence 
By LA TOUCHE HANCOCK 


EAD, dead—stone dead! 
Lifeless, and cold and still; 

White as the mantle spread 

Over some snow-clad hill. 


Dead! And my hand was stayed; 
Spell-bound I stood, nor spoke, 

Watching afar the blade 
Speeding the fateful stroke! 


Dead! Not a spasm of pain, 

Not a tear, not a groan, nor sigh, 
Pulseless, and mute to remain 

For all eternity! 


Dead! On the grassy slope 
Laid, ’neath the pitiless skies; 

Lost with my last lost hope, 
Victory, fame, and prize! 


Dead! There, beyond recall, 
On the lip of the last hole lay, 
“All even,” my partner’s ball, 
And I had “two more to play!” 


Expert Advice 

“My son is coming home from 
college next week. He has just 
completed a course in industrial 
chemistry.” 

“Bring him over to my house some 
night, will you, old man? Maybe 
he can tell me what’s the matter with 
my home brew.” 


“My DEAR, I AM BEING PSYCHO-ANALYZED. MOST FASCINATING! THE Doctor 
TELLS ME I AM MUCH TOO UNSELFISH FOR MY OWN GOOD. I BELIEVE I HAVE WHAT 


IS CALLED ‘THE MARTYR COMPLEX.’ ”- 
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Astral Lamps 
By EDWARD S. VAN ZILE 


RS. SOPHIA FAIR- 
DOUGH SMITH, an 
English psychic, has deliv- 
ered in Chicago, Ill, a pro- 
nouncement that will further 
disturb a generation that is 
already long on trouble and 
short on peace of mind. She 
asserts that the world to 
which our astral bodies will 
wend their way eventually is 
infested, as is this mundane 
sphere, by vampish women 
who prey upon the so-called 
sterner sex. Not only is 
there no rest for the wicked in the 
other world, but they are always 
busy keeping their would-be innocent 
victims on the jump, initiating new 
spirits, as it were, into the art of 
vamping, and lowering the plane of 
the hereafter to that of a night off. 
It is fondly to be hoped that Mrs. 
Sophia Fairdough Smith should 
guess again. No man, however ad- 
venturous he may be at heart, likes 
to contemplate the possibility of be- 
ing chased for eternity through in- 
finity by a pre-oxide blonde who has 
sloughed off this mortal coil not in 
the interests of the higher life but 
merely to expedite her activity as a 
vamp. Comfort may be found in the 
thought that perhaps Mrs. Smith has 
been merely taking a flyer at the im- 
possible task of shocking Chicago. 


In the Vernacular 
Collie—What do you 
get for doing guard 
duty? 
Bull Dog—Three bones 
a day. 


Anticipated 

The Suitor—Have I 
your consent to marry 
your daughter? 

The Sire—Bless you, 
my boy! I’ve nothing 
to say about it. She 
made me sign a written 
waiver of all objections 
when she started her 
campaign for you. 


Maiden Confidences 

Guinevere—Didn’t it 
absolutely ruin your life 
when you had to break 
off your engagement 
with Jack? 

Elaine—Not absolute- 
ly, but I will say that 
Jack was one of the only 
five men I ever thought 
of as the only man in the 
world. 


Drawn by EMMETT WATSON. 
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Knick—WoMEN ARE A REGULAR PUZZLE! 
Knack—WELL, MY WIFE IS ALL RIGHT, 
THE MAID HAS PUT HER TOGETHER. 


My Love, the Moon 


By CHARLES DIVINE 


OFTEN look in her boudoir 
Whene’er the night is fair, 
And see across the casement 
My love do up her hair. 


My sweetheart-moon, in draperies 
Of clouds in thin array— 

And I, a Peeping Tom, behold 
My love in negligee. 


Pet Names 

Old Gentleman—And what does 
papa call you, Elizabeth? 

Precocious Infant—Papa calls me 
Pwecious. 

O. G—And what does he call 
mamma? 

P. I.—Oh, Darling and Damn Fool 
mostly. 





“PRODUCPR AND CONSUMER.” 
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Proving Einstein 
By IRENE VAN VALKENBURG 


MBS. PEYSON DE Pty. 

STER BROWN was an 
ultra conservative. Blue. 
blooded, rich, fashionable, 
she led society and encour- 
aged the old, conventional 
standards. 

Mrs. Lily Delamarte was 
radical. Red- 
blooded, smart, and  out- 
rageously rich, she was dic- 
tator of her own inner cirele, 
where shc inspired the most 
extravagant bohemianism. 

The fight between them 
was a hot one. There could be but 
one recognized leader. 

“I must institute something that 
will be startling in its conservatism,” 
mused Mrs. Peyson de Puyster 
Brown. 

“I shall have to start something 
still more radical,” thought Mrs. Lily 
Delamarte. 

They met at church next morning. 


Strenuous Exercise 
“TI haven’t seen Mabel on the ten- 
nis courts lately. Is she ill?” 
“Haven’t you heard? The poor 
girl sprained her wrist showing off 
her new engagement ring.” 


Making It Last 
North—Harry has been in love 
with Alice for five years now. 
West—Isn’t he ever going to 
marry her? 


Bugs! 

“The professor seemed 
to take a very lively in- 
terest in our little gar- 
den.” 

“Yes, indeed, he en- 
joyed himself thorough- 
ly looking over it. He 
is an ardent entomolo- 
gist!” 


Characterized 

Willis—How did Dor- 
is’s father act when you 
asked him for her hand 
last night? 

Gillis—Half-heartedly, 
sore-headedly and able- 
footedly: 


Putting on Wayside 


“I believe in the old 
saying, ‘As we journey 
through life, let us live 
by the way.’” 
= “Well, if rents go much 
higher that’s where we'll 
all have to live.” 
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“ISN’T IT A WONDROUS THING THAT I AM ALWAYS GLAD?” 


Under 


is with me a fad; and isn’t it 
a wondrous thing that I am 
always glad? 

The world, beneath yon brooding 
sky, is full of grief and sin; there is 
so much o’er which to sigh, I wonder 
why I grin. And yet I sing my 
roundelays, and squaredelays as well, 
and jolly up the other jays who do 
not sing and yell. 

I’m hedged around by foolish laws, 
each hour I fracture nine; my con- 
duct’s always showing flaws that 
justify a fine. Yet in the hoose- 
gow where [I serve my stretch 
of ninety days, I show the world 
& joyous curve, and chant my 
merry laws. I lie upon my moldly 
couch and coo like any dove; for no 
one can abide a grouch, and I would 
have men’s love. So long as I am 
Shedding glee, and can the dismal 
screech, my friends will surely bank 
on me, and say that I’m a peach. 

Oh, oftentimes my spirit’s low, and 
life seems punk and poor, and I would 
make a spiel of woe, and tell what I 
endure. But I repress that impulse 


I" always happy as a king, mirth 


By WALT MASON 
Illustration by RALPH BARTON 


foul, and make no sad remark; I do 
not wish to be an owl, if I can be a 
lark. 

The way I work is something 
fierce; I toil in cold and heat, and 
writing fluid by the tierce I use, to 
make ends meet. And now and then 
there comes a check—and checks are 
good hot stuff—and in my heart I say, 
“By heck, I need it bad enough!” 
For I need glasses for my glims, and 
new and modern lyres; my car’s been 
running on its rims for lack of rub- 
ber tires; whichever way I look I 
view some want that makes me rave; 
I need a hat, I need a shoe, a haircut 
and a shave. I need a shirt, I need 
a wreath, I need some lemon drops; 
I need new filling for my teeth, I need 
nine pounds of hops. 

And so when I receive a check I 
heave a smile galore, that winds 
itself around my neck and trails 
along the floor. 

And then the tax collectors come, 
and when they go away, I could not 
buy a stick of gum, nor yet a bale of 
hay. 
I pay my taxes to the State—for 
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Difficulties 


what, I do not know; but this I know, 
the hole is great in my poor stack of 
dough. The city taxes must be paid 
—and oft I wonder why—and as I 
pay my visions fade, the dreams of 
things I’d buy. The county taxes 
are no joke, they seem to me a crime; 
and paying leaves me doubly broke 
and busted for a time. And oh, the 
income tax, my friends! It jolts one 
in the slat; the largest, fattest bundle 
ends, when one comes up to that. 

And when by taxes I’ve been 
stripped, I feel like running wild; I 
fain would yip as men have yipped 
since Adam was a child. I feel like 
giving up the game, a game so grim 
and weird, and wearing sackcloth on 
my frame, and ashes in my beard. 
IT am impelled to walk the street and 
tell my story drear to every copper on 
his beat, to every gent who’ll hear. 

But what’s the use? The other 
chaps have troubles of their own, and 
on my weary head, perhaps, they’d 
bounce a brick or stone. I cannot 
gain their sympathy by telling dis- 
mal tales, and so I keep on shedding 
glee and cutting out the wails. 





= 











Drawn from life by Leo MIELZINER. 


AMONG THOSE PLEASANT—ROBERT W. CHAMBERS. 


IN SUM: ROBERT HAS ACHIEVED SUCCESS. HE HOLDS MANY RECORDS FOR SPEED AND ENDURANCE A)? 
CALLED THE HUNDRED YARD DACHSHUND OF ROMANCE. HE WRITES FOR THOSE WHO RUN AND READ. 
OF HUNDRED NOVELS AHEAD OF HIS PUBLISHERS.” (See article on opposite page). 
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My Lady’s Chambers 


By GEORGE MITCHELL 


7 little Robert Chambers 
grew sophisticated enough to 
lisp nursery rhymes, we venture to 
gamble that he fell hardest for that 
pedroom farce amongst them that 
has to do with the Gander that had 
a talent for wandering up and down 
stairs with perfect abandon and en- 
joyed the privilege of parking in my 
lady’s chamber. 

We do not advance this statement 
lightly as one who facetiously juggles 
with a pun, but offer it to prove that 
Robert was pre-natally endowed with 
a certain appreciation for the grand 
passion that to-day marks him pre- 
eminently as the Boudwarrier Bold 
of American Literature; for Cham- 
bers to our mind writes with a per- 
fumed quill on a moonlit balcony and 
uses a model. 

It s ems a pleasant occupation. 

One of the earliest stories we re- 
member hearing of Chambers is his 
first meeting with Peter Findlay 
Dunne, who was then advancing Mr. 
Dooley as the first president in 
America of the Irish N tion. Cham- 
bers told Mr. Dunne that he had 
expected to see a big Irishman in a 
red flannel shirt, to which Dunne 
replied that he, too, was mistaken 
for he had imagined that Chambers 
was a pink and white debutante in a 
lace boudoir cap. 

As a curious matter of fact, it 
wasn’t till Chambers had taken up 
Art and had thrown it (or been 
thrown by it) that he embraced 
Literature, for when he had cast 
aside the governing hand of the 
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Schoolmaster and elected to go it 
alone, he called Fame on the Long 
Distance (the longest distance, to 
our mind) and ordered a halo to fit 
his head. A large halo. It was to 
be tattooed with a palette and a hand- 
ful of brushes, for Robert had deter- 
mined to become a “King in Yellow.” 
Having cast himself and set his 
scene, he left Brooklyn (where he 
had been born) for Paris, pulled up 
a little iron chair to the street curb 
and ordered an absinthe frappe. 
Like all art students, Robert spent 
most of his time at home (we don’t 
know whose), and in the course of 
human events painted his way to a 
hanging in the Saloon (perhaps the 





A Fire EXTINGUISHER. 





THAT REMINDS ME! I HAVEN’T HAD A DRINK IN A WEEK.” 


word is spelled incorrectly—perhaps 
not), and having thus established 
himself as an unmortal, took to 
America, the land of Life, Truth, 
Puck an’. other weaklies (again the 
spelling is advised). 

Suddenly we learn that the halo 
is being revamped. The palette and 
brushes are gone. In their places 
appear a quill, a cone of purple ink 
and a bottle of perfume. Robert is 
himself again. 

Naturally, his first offerings as a 
novelist sing of the Boulevards, the 
Quarter (our Greenwich Village) 
and the Studio. It is to be regretted 
only that Robert hasn’t told us some 
of the real stories of his experience. 
There must be some good ones about 
Juliens stored away in the back of 
his memory. 

But the public must be reckoned 
with. Publishers must be made rich. 
Somebody must write the best-sellers 
and so the mantle falls on Robert’s 
shoulders and again the halo is taken 
down and altered; the quill, cone 
and bottle give way to a debutante 
rampant on a field of be-ribboned 
frillery. 

In sum: Robert has achieved suc- 
cess. He holds many records for 
speed and endurance and may truth- 
fully be called the Hundred Yard 
Dachshund of Romance. He writes 
for those who run and read. He is 
casily a couple of hundred novels 
ahead of his publishers and could, if 
the occasion demanded, rip off a 
300,000 word novel between his tub 
and the breakfast table. 

However, we think the most re- 
markable fact about him is that he 
is the only emotional thing that ever 
came out of Brooklyn. 
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Drawn by JOHNNY GRUELLE. 


Doc BEASLIE’Ss AUTOMOBILE TURNS TURTLE AT YAPPS’s CROSSING. 
Courtesy Clear to the Top Up Against It 
Visitor—I’m a bill-collector and Miss Gushington—Mr. Prettyman “When are you going on your 
I’m looking for Mr. De Swell. looks like a Greek god. His neck is annual fishing trip?” 
Butler—Sorry he isn’t in, but I like an ivory column. “I’m not going this year. I've 
will be glad to put your name on the Mr. Hardfax—yYes, and the ivory worn out all my old clothes and 
waiting-list. doesn’t stop at the neck, either. haven’t anything to wear.” 
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Nature, Art and 
Milk 
By EDWARD S. VAN ZILE 


[s a perfectly good 
milch cow more val- 
uable than an American 
landscape painted by a 
perfectly good American 
artist? The farmers in 
the neighborhood of 
Lynne, Conn., have an- 
swered this query in the 
afirmative and have re- 
fused to permit the 
Lynne colony of land- 
scape artists to set up 
their easels in fields and 
pastures where the oil- 
soaked, color-poisoned 
rags left on the grass by 
the peripatetic painters 
have brought death at 
times to cows indiscrim- 
inately voracious. The 
Lynne farmers seem to 
be too narrow-minded 
and reactionary. Art, if 
taken in large instead of small doses, 
might do much for their cows. It is 
conceivable that a cow eating a suf- 
ficient number of paint-soiled rags 
might change its shape and coloring, 
and become a Futurist Cow or a Cu- 
bist Cow or an Ovist, or Egg-shaped 
Cow. Our farmers are always talk- 
ing about improving the breed of 
cattle. The Lynne, Conn., artists 
are giving them a chance to make 
the cows of to-morrow not only use- 
ful but ornamental, and they are 
throwing it away. The farmers 
should, at least, force their cows to 
eat a few completed pictures instead 
of a handful of oily rags before sac- 
rificing Art for Milk’s sake. 


Refuting a Scandal 

Mrs. Chatterton — There’s 
D’Auber’s shocking picture, “Love in 
Arcady.” They say it’s a portrait 
of you. You don’t mean to tell me 
you posed for it? 

Mrs. Proudfit—Certainly not! He 
must have painted it from memory. 


Tied Down 
“How would your wife and you 
like to join us on a week-end motor- 
ing trip?” 
“Sorry, old man, but we’ve got a 
batch of home brew under way, and 
we can’t leave it.” 


Declined Without Thanks 

The Pastor—Do you choose women 
for offices in your church? 

The Trustee—Nope. We elected 
some of ’em as elders but they 
wouldn’t stand for it. Claimed to 
be youngers. 


Drawn by P. D. JOHNSON. 
“JOHN, HAVE YOU SEEN MY NEW PATENT LEMON SQUEEZER? 
AN HOUR AGO.” 
John—GosH, WAS THAT WHAT THAT WAS? 
OF A TIME FINDING A PLACE FOR THAT THING, BUT I FINALLY GOT IT IN! 


Something Will Spoil 
Allies—To the victor belong the 
spoils. 
Germany—Let’s see you get ’em! 


Call Darien Peak 
“Where do they get all the girls 
who operate switchboards, pa?” 
“They’re Central Americans, Bob- 
bie. Now run and play.” 


The Ultimate Test 
North—Do you think your boss 
will accept that excuse? 
West—My wife did! 





Drawn by R. B. FULLER. 
Little Girl—WILL YE PLEASE HAVE 


A FIRE, MISTER? BILLY WANTS TO SEE 
TH’ ENGINES COME OUT. 
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IT WAS HERE ON THE TABLE 


I TOOK THE CLOCK APART AND HAD A DEUCE 


The Office Boy Confides 


By GEORGE TAGGART 


H4s me boss a pretty daughter? 
Well now, lemme tell yer, yes; 

Costs him bunches ter support her, 
Thousands, or I miss me guess; 

But she’s worth it, youse kin gamble, 
Sweetes’ thing I ever seen; 

Gee, how I would like to ramble 
Down th’ line wit’ such a queen! 


Course, I know I’m only dreamin’, 
All th’ swells fer her has played— 

Colonels, majors, captains, streamin’ 
Like a reg’lar dress parade; 

Doctors, lawyers, brokers, pressin’ 
After her heart ev’ry day, 

While she keeps ’em all a-guessin’ 
Which will get th’ right o’ way. 


Never seen no fairy like her— 
My old Jane is now a dose; 
Wotcher know ’bout me, a piker, 
Edgin’ in, too, kinda close? 
Sends me out to-day ter buy her— 
Wotcher think now is the dope? 
Cake o’ soap or I’m a liar; 
Wisht I wuz ’at cake o’ soap! 


Aspiration 
Mater—My dear child, you don’t 
look more than ten. 
Kiddie—Well, I want to! 
to look full-fare. 


Why Women Walk Slowly 
The slower they walk 
The more they can talk. 


So Men Think 


The most natural thing for a 
woman to do is to look unnatural. 


I want 
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Drawn by BARKSDALE ROGERS. 


“Is PERRY A GOOD DRIVER?” 


“PRETTY GOOD; THE ONLY THING HE HAS RUN INTO IS DEBT.” 


A Darned Shame 


By CyrRit B. EGAN 


te there was an Angry Poet. 
He was a poet in virtue of hav- 
ing written five thousand poems. He 
was an angry poet because all five 
thousand had been rejected. He was 
hungry, too; had been continuously 
so for a couple of days. Now if this 
poet had the proper spirit, he would 
have sat himself down to write his 
five thousand and first poem; and 
that, perhaps, would have sold, and 
placed him on the road to success. 
But no, he was a man utterly lack- 
ing in character, utterly devoid of the 
virtue of perseverance. Instead, he 
resolved to chuck the barding busi- 
ness for good. “The world,” he said, 
“owes me a living; it is about time 
the debt was paid.” 

So he decided to kill an Editor, 
and spend the rest of his life at the 
State’s expense. 

His plan was novel: First he would 
collect all his rejected manuscripts; 
with a complete sheaf of them under 
his arm and a revolver in his hand, 
force his way into the house of the 
most scornful Editor. .. . “So, you 
insufferable ass, you wouldn’t recog- 
nize genius, eh?—Take that!” then 
blow out the Editor’s brains, set a 
match to the five thousand poems, 
and burn down the Editor’s house. 
This little escapade would accomplish 
the fulfillment of four of the poet’s 
devoutest desiderata. It would 
avenge adequately, if not amply, the 
insults heaped upon the despised Five 
Thousand; quickly shift the burden 
of his support to the State; show at 
last to his contemporaries that his 
genius burned with a hard and gem- 
like flame; and irrevocably—ha-ha! 
—deprive posterity of the benefits of 


his talents. Peculiar; this poet was 
avid only of present praise. ‘“Pos- 
terity!” he would snort, bitterly, 
ironically—‘“‘what has Posterity ever 
done for me? Posterity gets things 
cheap. But they won’t get me cheap 
—won’t get me at all!” 

It took him a long time to pick out 
an Editor. There were so many 
likely candidates for the honor. All 
had scorned his poems. He would 
like to dispose of all. But that 
would be impossible. He must con- 
tent himself with one. He began to 
total up rejection slips. It was a 
close race between the Editor of The 
New Dawn and the Editor of Lute 
and Lyre. The latter won by two 
slips and an insulting letter. Lute 
and Lyre it should be. 





Right gaily to the execution of his 
lethal mission sped the Angry Poet, 
a revolver in his hand, every one of 
the five thousand masterpieces tucked 
securely under his arm—these, and 
all the rejection slips they had ever 
gathered in their weary odyssies, 
The slips were a brilliant after- 
thought. “What fuel fitter,” he 
mirthfully reflected, “to fire an 
Editor’s house?” 

Everything went off per schedule, 
Nearly everything. He successfully 
forced his entrance, made his little 
speech, effected the murder, set a 
match to his poetry and cards of 
regret, and burned down the house. 
There were just a few flaws, how- 
ever, in his execution of the plan. 
(1) He burned the wrong house and 
(2) killed the wrong man. Being a 
poet, he got his houses mixed: in- 
stead of breaking into the home of 
the Editor of Lute and Lyre, he went 
next door and killed a professional 
jokesmith; then without recognizing 
his blunder, applied himself calmly 
to the business of making a bonfire 
of his dead aspirations. At this 
point, angry neighbors appeared, 
and, to save the State both bother 
and expense, summarily strung up 
the Angry Poet. 

Newspapers on the following day 
were full of the event:—MAD POET 
MURDERS JOKESMITH—LYNCHED BY 
ANGRY Mos. 

But here is the saddest part of 
the tale. 

With the painful inefficiency so 
characteristic of his craft, the bileful 
bard had neglected to destroy a single 
one of the handwritten copies of his 
work; only typescripts had he con- 











Drawn by Garpner O. REA. 





Life-saver (modestly)—LADY, PERMIT ME TO HAND OVER TO YOU THIS MEDAL 
FOR DARING; NOTHING I EVER DID CAN COME UP TO THAT BATHING SUIT OF YOURS. 
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Drawn by Rene CLARK. 
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HOLE IN MATCH PLAY, AND THE LOSS OF ONE STROKE IN STROKE COMPETITION. 


signed to the flames. Not a week 
passed before all his verses had been 
unearthed; not a month before they 
were published as the work of the 
“sensational murderer and neglected 
genius!” and they not only made a 
bigger stir than the murder itself, 
but realized a handsome piece of 
change into the bargain. The 
change, of course, adverted to the 
man who had the enterprise to dis- 
cover and publish these masterpieces 
of neglected genius—to none other 
than the Editor of Lute and Lyre. 
I wonder if in the place where 
he has gone the Angry Poet knows? 
Ihope not. For I like to think that 
he departed this life serene in the 
delusion that he had really des- 
patched the Most Scornful Editor; 
I like to think that he is sitting to- 
day on his cloud, sticking out his 
tongue, thumbing his nose across 
the void at a posterity he pleasantly 
imagines to have cheated of the 
fruits of his talents, and mumbling 
and grumbling to himself :—‘Pos- 
terity, bah! What has Posterity 
ever done for me? Posterity gets 
things cheap. But they won’t get 
me cheap. Won't get me at all!” 


Signs of Her Season 
By MINNA IRVING 


HEN fascinating Betty to 
The country goes away, 
She takes a skirt of khaki cloth, 
High boots and sweater gay. 
Bar Harbor means a yachting-suit, 
Brass-buttoned, blue and white, 
And canvas cap with saucy peak 
And golden anchor bright. 


When Saratoga is her choice 
She checks a ton or so 
Of trunks that literally with frocks 
And fripperies overflow. 
But if at Newport she intends 
To show her loveliness, 
She merely packs a jaunty cap 
And satin bathing-dress. 


Familiarity Breeds, Etc. 
Small Boy (in Washington trolley 
car, hailing a dignified looking gen- 
tleman passenger )—Hello, Bill! 
Shocked Lady Passenger — Boy, 
you should be ashamed of yourself! 
That gentleman is a United States 
Senator! 
Small Boy—Aw, wot’s de matter 
wid you? Ain’t I his caddie? 
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Opposing Points of View 
Titus Wadde—Can’t you keep in- 
side your allowance? I always give 
you just so much every month. 
His Wife—You do not. You give 
me just so little. 


Ornithology or Somethin’ 
Teacher (to class in Natural His- 
tory)—What kind of birds are most 
frequently kept in capitivity? 
“Jail-birds,” volunteered Tommy. 


Pure American Descent 
“T never tasted such good whiskey 
any more.” 
“So did I either.” 
“Neither did I, too.” 


But With Somebody Else! 
“Why were they married?” 
“Because they fell in love?” 
“And why were they divorced?” 
“For the same reason!’” 


Home Pickle 
“Is your wife doing any canning 
this year?” 
“She has threatened to can me the 
next time I sit in an all night poker 
game.” 
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J. A. WaLprRon, Associate Editor 


PERRITON MAXWELL, Editor and Art Director 





THE Most VIRTUOUS NATION 


HE American will stand forth 
5 on Judgment Day and in the 
face of high heaven boldly 
answer: Not Guilty! And a Brit- 
isher, W. L. George, will be there to 
back him up. For Mr. George, an 
expert on vice and virtue, pronounces 
us the most virtuous nation. There 
is nothing so entertaining as truth, 
and we shall try to wear our spark- 
ling aureole modestly, and not gloat 
over certain carping critics among 
the neighbors. 

Mr. George says that immorality 
is not accorded leniency by our pub- 
lic—that our hot-timers are treated 
coolly. This is a fact. Comparisons 
are odorous; but we could name na- 
tions in which it is quite respectable 
te be disreputable. We can show the 
records of our roll of public men— 
in biography or streaming over us 
—and they are as like as fresh eggs. 
Some of them were rude or violent 
in their passions, but taint knew them 
not. 

Our understanding of life is that 
it is a matter of business. When the 
timidest visage of vice peeps and 
warbles its enticements even among 
our gay college youth, there is a yell 
which shakes the circumference from 
the deanery to the campus. When 
vice swishes into shop or office, the 
boss roars “scat!” When immorality 
slips its soft arms around the neck 
of sleeping virtue anywhere, there 
is a wild alarm for the police. When 
the A. E. F. stripped its mighty limbs 
and stepped from the camp to the 
field, the world looked upon the clean- 
est army that ever buried its foes or 
cursed the mud. 

It is sweet to hear our eulogium 
before we die. We trust that it shall 
be read by our accusers. We sin- 
cerely desire, however, our friends 
to refrain from celebrating this dis- 
covery. We would not want it to 
become a source of envy. For we 
hope to remain handsome, witty, elo- 
quent and popular on earth, and in 


perfect serenity of merit accept our 
pre-eminence in an illustrious here- 
after. 


HUDDLING HUMANITY 


N EW YORK CITY, with 5 per cent. 
4 of the Nation’s population, 
contains 16 per cent. of the immi- 
grants. Thirty nationalities live in 
thirty colonies. Self-segregated and 
immured, they are walled-off as if 
they were quarantined by the board 
of health. They are too exclusive 
for a democracy. We would be glad 
to flux with them and to melt in the 
warm welcome of America together. 
But they shall never hear the wel- 
come of America in their cages, and 
they learn habits of yapping and 
snapping at natives, deeming them 
strangers. 

Our immigrants ought to be dis- 
tributed in the remote outskirts and 
ambiguous fringes. Upon our rims 
and ribs, from Hell Gate to the 
Golden Gate, they would see our cele- 
brated sun of opportunity. Rais- 
ing cattle and cabbages, and little 
codgers trundling to the little red 
schoolhouse to learn English and 
hookey, they would get both hands 
on the dream they had back in 
Europe. They would Americanize 
themselves with the freshness of the 
back counties, instead of stifling 
themselves with the prejudices of a 
purlieu. 

All fair Americans want to be 
fellow-citizens, friends, neighbors, to 
the immigrant. We want to go to 
the same lodge, the same church, and 
bring candy to his daughter. We 
do not want to ram our institutions 
down his throat. But we do not pro- 
pose to invite him to ram his down 
ours. We believe in self-determina- 
tion of a system of happiness. But 
we know that it is a dog that 
barks and bites when applied to a 
Balkanized body politic—and there 
is enough glut in gluttony. 

There is no reason why thirty na- 
tions should hive in Manhattan. 


20 


There is one reason—America—why 
just one nation should dwell in amity 
there. There is no reason why 
cradles should rock in thirty lan- 
guages, life should revolve in thirty 
orbits, and “here lies” be chiselled 
on resurrection slabs in thirty vari- 
eties. 


A FEDERAL CONSTABULARY 


MOTORISTS passed at fearsome 

speed four shrouded figures on 
the night road. Hour after hour they 
sped by, chuckling at their cleverness 
in escaping the trap of the bandits. 


Reporting their escape in the nearest. 


city, the police went forth and dis- 
closed four tired girls, a motor with 
a punctured tire and four tearful 
grievances against mankind. 

Ghosts and goblins! Daggers and 
bullets! Why not a constabulary in 
motor cars? Why not a State ora 
Federal constabulary? Were we 
born with wits to be frightened out 
of them? We hear so much of butch- 
eries and heinous deeds that we 
sprout suspicions. We know that a 
horde of crafty wolves are on the 
move and that crime is loitering 
along the highway. 

Modern policemen must patrol 
their beats on the wing, in cars and 
on horses. Modern crime is fitted 
with all the devices of the patent 
office, impervious to boundary lines, 
and enjoys a happy time of day while 
State legislators wag their wordy 
wisdom and exude solicitude for the 
taxpayer. But it costs as much to 
support a policeman standing still as 
working, and logically these legis- 
lators might suggest true economy 
consists in pouring the inmates of the 
penitentiaries among the shrubbery. 

The surest way to achieve security 
is to crush vultures. The swiftest 
vindication of law-power is to avoid 
mob-power. Had we a steel-trained 
Federal or State police, the avenging 
orgies of communities dabbling in 
fire and blood would not scourge and 
shame us. 
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Digest of 












Too BIGAMY—A man who married 
fourteen wives in three years proved 
to be a deserter from both the army 
and navy. A man who can accumu- 
late fourteen wives in that time has 
no business monkeying with a war, 
anyhow. How would he know a war 


when he saw one?—Los Angles 
Times. 
SPOILED BY PROSPERITY—She— 


When we first went to housekeeping 
you were glad to help wipe the dishes. 

He—I know, but that was when we 
had only two dishes to be wiped.— 
Boston Transcript. 


A QUESTION OF FREQUENCY—A 
Chicago woman has secured a divorce 
on the grounds that her husband 
chokes her too often. We shall as- 
sign the shrewdest reporter on the 
staff to interview the lady and ascer- 
tain what constitutes just often 
enough.—Buffalo Times. 


LINE FORMS ON THE RIGHT—Just 
before the service the minister was 
called into the vestibule by a young 
couple, who asked that he marry 
them. He answered he had not time 
then but that if they would wait 
until after the sermon he would be 
glad to accommodate them. Accord- 
ingly, just before the benediction, he 
announced : 

“Will those who wish to be mar- 
ried to-day please come forward?” 

Thirteen women and one man 
stepped up. — American Legion 
Weekly. 


WATCHING THE Boss—Employer— 
Young man, it will pay you to keep 
your eyes open while you are in this 
office. 

Office Boy—Yes, sir; that’s just 
what your wife told me when she 
came in this morning and saw what 
a pretty stenographer you have.— 
Boston Transcript. 


the World’s 

















“Good LORD, THESE CEILINGS ARE 
ABOMINABLY Low!” 

“Yrs, THEY ARE MADE THAT WAY FOR 
GENTLEMEN WHO FORGET TO TAKE OFF 
THEIR HATS WHEN THEY CALL.”—Le 
Rire (Paris). 


Conversation 

“Jim,” she said, as he settled down 
for a comfortable smoke, “I’ve got a 
lot of things I want to talk to you 
about.” 

“Good,” said her husband, “I’m 
glad to hear it. Usually you want to 
talk to me about a lot of things you 
haven’t got.”—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Done To a Turn 

















“My FRIEND, IF YOU DON’T WISH TO 
PAY THE HIGH DUTY ON DOMESTICS, DO 
AS I HAVE DONE—MARRY YOUR CHAMBER- 


MAID.” 

“IMPOSSIBLE! I HAVE JUST MARRIED 
MY cooK.”—Le Journal Amusant 
(Paris). 
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Humor 





DES 
aN 

KO Ap 
L 
NoT IN VAIN—A tall, gaunt indi- 
vidual of the sort known in some 
parts of the South as “poor white 
trash,” was ordered by the Judge of 
a certain police court to stand up. 

“You are,” said his Honor, “ac- 
cused of profanity in a public place.” 

“T reckon I did it, Jedge,” said the 
cracker. “A negro was tryin’ to 
steal my hoss.” 

“But you should know better than 
to take the name of the Lord in 
vain.” 

“It wasn’t in vain, Jedge. You 
jest oughter seen that black man 
run!”—Philadelphia Ledger. 





But HE Was LoGicaL—‘“I don’t 
like a friend to domineer over me,” 
said the young man with the patient 
disposition. 

“Who has been doing that?” 

“My room-mate. He borrowed my 
dress suit.” 

“That’s a good deal of liberty.” 

“IT don’t mind it, but when he 
asked for my umbrella I told him I 
might want to use it myself. But 
he got it just the same.” 

“How?” 

“He simply said: ‘Have your own 
way; they’re your clothes that I’m 
trying to keep from getting spoiled, 
not mine.’”—Los Angeles Times. 


LONG DISTANCE CALL—“Where is 
your friend, Scatterwits, going in 
such a hurry?” 

“To attend a seance given by a 
noted spiritualist.” 

“He’s crazy.” 

“T agree with you. He told me he 
had a date with Helen of Troy.—Bir- 
mingham Age-Herald. 


No Doust—“You can’t sell that 
man an encyclopedia.” 

“Why not?” 

“He knows it all.” 

“Well, he’ll enjoy going over it for 
errors.”—Louisville Courier Journal, 




















EFFICIENT TO THE END—“Yes,” 
said the traveler, “my wife’s mother 
was an admirable housekeeper. Poor 
soul, she was eaten by cannibals in 
Africa.” 

“You don’t mean it?” 

“Alas, it’s true! Why, when the 
savages had thrust her into the caul- 
dron and she was beginning to cook, 
she cried out faintly with her last 
breath: ‘Don’t forget the salt and 
pepper’ !”—Houston Post. 


THE WHYFORE—Here are some 
answers to the question: 

“Why do they call a ship she?” 

If you ever tried to steer one you 
wouldn’t ask. 

Because it takes so long to get 
them ready to go anywhere. 

They need almost as much dolling 
up and painting as any woman you 
ever saw. 

A ship’s gotta have its own way 
or it won’t go. 

Ships always come off the ways 


backward like the members of a cer- 
tain sex alighting from street cars. 

It costs so much to keep one in 
operation. 

They are always calling at some 
place or another. 

Because shipbuilders can’t live 
without them. 

Who ever won an argument from 
them? 

Because they are held together 
with steel. 

Because they frequently toss their 
noses in the air.—Bethlehem Ship 
News. 


TECHNICAL TERMS—‘‘Slipovers, ty- 
ons, tuck-ins, tie-backs and step-ins 
are already thoroughly familiar to 
our fortunately gentle readers, and 
yesterday we saw a girl engaged in 
trying to cover herself up a little 
better after assumming a sitting 
posture who, in addition to having on 
all these things, we suppose, seemed 
to be wearing a jerk-down and pull- 
up,” raves the impertinent and 
irreverent Ohio State Journal para- 
grapher, who has evidently been 
peeking into subjects which are 
taboo to the male biped. What it is 
all about, we can merely guess.— 
Knoxville Sentinel. 


Their New Responsibility 


“Moritz! BEHAVE YOURSELF AND DON’T FORGET THAT SINCE A FORTNIGHT AGO 





YOU ARE OF A GOOD FAMILY!”—lJfeggendorfer Blaetter (Munich.) 
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No Time for Callers 
































“TELL Mr. FONTAINE THE DOCTOR IS 
HERE.” 

“T’M*°SORRY, SIR, BUT MY EMPLOYER IS 
SUFFERING TERRIBLY AND CAN’T RECEIVE 
ANYONE TO-DAY.”—Le Rire (Paris). 


YOUNG: 
— 


A SUITABLE MATCH—“I guess I'll 
marry Johnny Jones when I get 
growed up,” said little five-year-old 
Elizabeth one day. 

“Do you really like him so much?” 
asked her mother. 

“Oh, no,” replied Elizabeth. “It 
isn’t that; but he happens to like 
the same kind of candy I do.”— 
Kansas City Star. 








ART CRITICISM—Arthur, age nine, 
returned from his first visit to the 
John Herron Art Institute with such 
a depressed air that his mother was 
puzzled. 

“Didn’t you like it, dear?” 

“Not much. Mostly there were 
people with their heads cut off.” 

“But there must have been some 
pictures of animals and trees and 
lovely country.” 

“Oh, a few, but,” in disgust, “there 
were more of people doing things 
they shouldn’t.” 

“Things they shouldn’t?” 

“Yes, some of them had taken off 
all of their clothes, even their union 
suits.”—Indianapolis News. 


YOUNG ENTERPRISE—“I made @& 
penny, papa,” said Harry. 

“That’s right, my boy. I like to 
see traits of industry in the young. 
How did you make it?” 

“That boy next door bet me a 
penny I couldn’t take my fifteen dol- 
lar watch to  pieces.”—Pearson’s 
Weekly (London). 
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AN Ex-Wipow—An old colored 
mammy came in for her monthly 


allowance. As she could not write, 
she made her mark. Previously she 
had always made an X, but on this 
occasion she made a circle. 

“Why, Linda,” said the man in 
charge, “why don’t you make an X 
as usual?” 

And Linda, replied earnestly: 
“Why, I done went and got married 
yesterday and changed my name.”— 
The Arrow. 


SAVE THE SLEDGE—A couple of 
negroes were digging a hole in hard 
ground under a_ sidewalk. One, 
down in the half finished hole, held 
a small iron pipe upright, upon the 
end of which the other pounded with 
a large sledge in order to loosen the 
dirt. 

The sledge wielder swung the 
heavy tool rather recklessly, and it 
looked as though he might miss at 
any moment and strike his com- 
panion’s head, just below. A pass- 
ing white man cautioned: “Better be 
more careful, Tom, or you’ll bring 
that sledge down on Andy’s head.” 

“All right, boss,” replied the sledge 
swinger, seriously; “Ah’ll be more 
careful; dis am de only sledge we 
got.”"—Arkansas Thomas Cat, 





BrRokKE—“Judge, I wuzn’t shootin’ 
no craps. I wuz lookin’ on when de 
cop grabbed me.” 

“Yes, your honor. He was stand- 
ing there with the lining of his 
pockets pulled out.”—Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 


Full Value Received 




















IT WAS 


“THIS IS A FINE PICTURE! 
PAINTED AS ‘STILL LIFE,’ EXHIBITED AS 


A LANDSCAPE AND SOLD AS A PORTRAIT. 
—Die Muskete (Vienna). 


A-Hunting We Will Go! 
































UTILIZING A USELESS IMPLEMENT 
—‘“‘He is a man of great scientific 
attainments.” 

“What has he ever done?” 

“He discovered a process for con- 
verting discarded corkscrews into can 
openers.”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


THERE ARE OTHERS—In a man’s 
life there are three tragedies. The 
first is when he decides he’s too old 
for Lord Fauntleroy curls and 
mamma decides otherwise because 
they’re so cute. The second is when 
the high school Beatrice he can’t live 
without marries and he doesn’t die. 
The third is his shape in a bathing 
suit.—Boston Transcript. 
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His DILEMMA—There are still one 
or two of the old-time “stock” the- 
atrical companies touring the smaller 
towns. One of these has at least 
twenty plays on its list. Recently 
it was giving a show in a village hall. 

The performance was pretty bad, 
but the villagers found it quite inter- 
esting till, at the great climax in the 
third act, the hero forgot his part. 

After an embarrassing silence of 
about two minutes he hissed audibly 
to the prompter: 

“What’s the line?” 

“What’s the play!” the prompter 
hissed back from his little box, as 
he grabbed a pile of two or three 
dozen books and began to run 
through them feverishly —Los An- 
geles Times. 


Low DowN—Every man may have 
his price, but some are so cheap they 
give themselves away.—Petersburg 
Index-Appeal. 
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Golfer—How LONG HAVE YOU CADDIED THIS COURSE? 
Caddie—WELL, IF MY MEMORY SERVES ME CORRECTLY, YOU HONORED THE CLUB 
ABOUT THE SAME TIME AS MYSELF!—London Mail. 








A USELESS ACCESSORY—‘‘We have 
some very nice pickled herring,” sug- 
gested the delicatessen dealer. 

“Not for me,” replied the man who 
was doing the family shopping. 
“There’s no pleasure in getting 
thirsty any more.”—New York Sun. 


WuyY—Elsie—Oh, Bobby, look at 
this picture, a vineyard with a lot of 
people treading the grapes. I won- 
der why they do that? : 

Bobby—I asked pa and he said it 
was to put a kick in the wine.— 
Boston Transcript. 


THE BIBULOUS VOYAGER—‘“Is this 
a wet boat?” 

“I’m sorry, sir, but all our ships 
are dry.” 

“T’ll try another line, then. I’m 
not going to sea just to look at the 
ocean.” —Birmingham Age-Herald. 


IMPATIENT—Doctor—Any patients 
call while I was out? 

Wife—Only a couple of fishermen 
who wanted prescriptions for bait.— 
New York Sun. 


HoPE SPRINGS ETERNAL—“Bibbles 
is an optimist?” 

“He certainly is.” 

“In what respect?” 

“He’s always trying to do some- 
thing to ‘moonshine’ to make it taste 
like something else.”—-Birmingham 
Age-Herald, 


ANOTHF® WayY—“Did you hear 
about that home brew blowing up?” 

“Yes, replied Uncle Bill Bottle- 
top. “If the appropriations for pro- 
hibition enforcement don’t hold up 
maybe we can curb the liquor evil by 
bringin’ it under the regulations pro- 
vided for handling high explosives.” 
—Washington Star. 


OVERDID It—‘‘Why did the revenue 
officers arrest the villain, after see- 
ing him in that moonshiner’s part?” 

“Oh, he played the role so convinc- 
ingly that the officers looked upon it 
as a confession.”—Film Fun. 


Professional Encroachment 
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Beggar—SPaRE ME A COIN, SIR? 

Gentleman—I HAVE NONE! 

Beggar—ParRpDoNn! I DIDN’T KNOW I 
WAS ADDRESSING A COLLEAGUE!—Klods 
Hans (Copenhagen). 
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THE PROPER AUDIENCE—“Life jn 
the suburbs means fresh air, sun- 


shine, health, happiness 

“Don’t tell it to me,” interrupted 
Mr. Crosslots. “Come around and 
give the new cook and furnace man 
a lecture.”—Washington Star. 





Up-To-DATE—“What wages do you 
want?” 

“Ten dollars a week, mum, is the 
least I’ll work for.” 

“That’s reasonable enough.” 

“And $2 a week extra if I skims 
the home brew.”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


Ways OF Cooks—“Does the new 
cook seem to like the place?” 

“How can I tell?” 

“See how much of her trunk she 
has unpacked.”— Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 


A FAIR WARNING—“Are you a 
competent bookkeeper?” 

“T’ve had twenty years’ experience, 
air.” 

“I think you’ll do, but we have a 
questionnaire for you to fill out, just 
as a matter of form.” 

“All right, sir, but I’ll have to tell 
you in advance that I don’t know 
where we get most of our sponges.” 
—Birmingham Age-Herald, 


No TIME FOR HESITANCY—The yel- 
low man has invaded Paris as well 
as London, owing to the absence of 
domestic help. A newspaper depicts 
such a servant arriving at a French 
home, where the lady of the house 
exclaims in consternation, “But he 
does not know a word of French! 
What shall we do?” 

“Do not hesitate a moment,” says 
the husband. “Learn Chinese at 
once !”—Houston Post. 


DIFFERENT—Employer—Did you 
notice that ad in this evening’s paper, 
“Learn to earn $25 per week at 
stenography ?” 

Stenographer—Sure, but I wasn’t 
interested because I am getting that 
already. 

“Yes, but the ad said ‘earn.’ ”— 
Farm Life. 


SounDs LIKE FIcTION—“I love 
those English novels.” 

“You admire the hero, eh?” 

“No, I love to read about the old 
family servants who have been with 
the family for years and years.”— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 
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YouTH, THE RADICAL — Admiral 
Sims said at a dinner party in New 
York: 

“Youth is. always an extremist. 
Take, for instance, the battleship 
question. We middle-aged sailors 
are just now asking ourselves @xactly 
how much the submarine has im- 
paired the value of the battleship, but 
youth has got the question settled 
for good and all. 

“‘What is the value of the battle- 
ship to-day?’ I said to a naval cadet 
at a luncheon. 

“‘No damned value at all,’ he an- 
swered. 

“Then he thought a moment and 
added : 

“‘Of course, she’s got a very nice 
deck for dancing.’”—Detroit Free 
Press. 


MIGHT BE HIS CHANCE—“The col- 
lege graduate,” said President Hib- 
ben of Princeton at a tea—‘“the col- 
lege graduate sets out from college 
to conquer the world. Yes, he sets 
out with a very big opinion of him- 
self, but he soon gets taken down. 

“A college graduate, the day after 
commencement, swaggered into a 
bank and asked to see the president. 
He was told to wait in an anteroom, 
where a small boy was chewing gum. 

“*Boy,’ he said, after a bit, ‘do 
you know if there’s an opening in 
the bank for a college graduate?’ 

“The boy, chewing grimly, an- 
swered : 

“Dere will be if dey don’t slip de 
extra five-spot wot I’m askin’ fur in 
me next pay envelope, see?’ ”—Wash- 
ington Star. 


RooM FOR MorRE—Bishop Bratton, 
at a dinner in Jackson, was genially 
patronized by a millionaire. 

“IT never go to church,” the mil- 
lionaire said. “I guess you’ve noticed 
that, bishop?” 

“Yes, I have noticed 
Bishop Bratton, gravely. 

“I guess you wonder why I never 
go to church, don’t you?” the mil- 
lionaire pursued. “Well, I’ll tell you 
why, bishop. There are so many 
hypocrites there.” 

“Oh, don’t let that keep you away,” 
said Bishop Bratton, smiling. “There 
is always room for one more.”—De- 
troit Free Press. 


it,” said 


Dipn’t LosE THEM—Representa- 
tive Kahn was talking about the ex- 
travagance of the shipping board 
Which the recent investigation has re- 


Out of Register 




















7 
Bridegroom (very nervous, at hotel) 
—EH—aAH! I’D LIKE A ROOM WITH A 
WIFE, FOR MYSELF AND BATH!—The 
Weekly Telegraph (London). 


vealed. “The shipping board,” he said, 
“claims in a long-winded apology 
that all these hundreds of millions 
are not really lost, but this apology, 
boiled down, only equals Sam John- 
son’s. ‘Sam, you’ve been fighting 
again,’ the mother shrieked. ‘You’ve 
lost four front teeth.’ 

““No, I ain’t, mother,’ said Sam, 
taking a ghastly little package from 
his pocket. ‘Here they are.’” 


Maid of 








A SINCERE ADMIRER—“Do you un- 
derstand the scientist to whose lec- 
tures you apparently listen with so 
much attention?” 

“No,” replied Senator Sorghum. 
“T am interested in him as a man 
who makes ’em applaud things they 


cannot hope to understand. I often 
feel called upon to attempt the same 
thing in my own business.”—Wash- 
ington Star. 


CONSERVATIVE NEIGHBORHOOD -— 
“As a patriotic American, Senator 
Snortsworthy, what is your opinion 
of bolshevism?” 

“I’m for it.” 

“What?” 

“As a theme for oratory. It’s one 
of the few up-to-date topics a speaker 
can handle with invective, sarcasm 
and humor down in my part of the 
country and not run the risk of los- 
ing votes.” — Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


UNCERTAINTIES—* What is your 
position on this grave public ques- 
tion?” 

“My position,” replied Senator 
Sorghum, “is that of a man whom I 
overheard in the rai!road station ask- 
ing about trains. He couldn’t be 
sure whether he was away ahead of 
his time or away behiad it.”—Wash- 
ington Star. 


All Lurk 


























Prospective 


Employer—Mrs. DURAND, IN WHOSE SERVICE YOU WERE, HAS 


SPOKEN TO ME ABOUT YOU BUT SHE SAYS YOU HAVE A BAD HABIT OF LISTENING 


AT KEYHOLES. 
Maid—Whuy, MADAM, I... 


“NEVER MIND, I WILL ENGAGE YOU JUST THE SAME, BUT ON ONE CONDITION— 
THAT YOU TELL ME EVERYTHING YOU HEARD AT Mrs. DuRAND’S.”—Le Rire (Paris). 
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NEW MOVES IN THE MOVIES 





Some 


COSTUME PLAYS 


OR many years producers gen- 
K erally have pooh-poohed the 
costume play. They have 
told us that we, the people, 

did not care for them. 

Producers usually gather statistics 
of our likes and dislikes from the ex- 
hibitor. Exhibitors often figure 
solely from a box-office viewpoint and 
from the chatterings of friends and 
flappers. 

Intelligent fans never kick hard 
nor long enough. They should, but 
they are usually too disgusted to 
ejaculate publicly. When they do, 
the exhibitor will learn a lot about 
pictures. 

And so, while intelligent fandom 
is unorganized, the exhibitor is 
amassing a mess of mis-information 
regarding fan-food to pass along to 
the producer. 

Producing a costume play costs 
lots of money. Producing an asinine 
and frothy sex or society drama does 
not cost as much. Business is busi- 
ness. The fans will come in any- 
way, so why not give them something 
easy to make and mushy to view? 
And long have they been doing just 
that little thing. 

But after a man has partaken of 
five-reels of vermicelli every day for 
a year or so he is liable to turn to 
another bill of fare and become 
deeply interested therein. 

That is why we poured forth in 
countless multitudes to view “Decep- 
tion,” “Passion,” “The Queen of 
Sheba” and “The Four Horsemen.” 
All these may be termed costume 
plays. 

Germany, Fox and Metro guessed 
right. We do care for costume plays 
if a real story is among those present 
in the wardrobe. 


A NEw UNION 


AME RUMOR, or Dam Rumor— 

or one of the numerous Rumor 

family—has whispered that a union 

is being formed of the screen’s lead- 
ing-men, 
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Short Reel Opinions 


By Harry J. SMALLEY 


S’pose the first thing they’ll insist 
on is time-and-a-half for kissing lead- 
ing ladies who are prone to place 
onion-sandwiches above their art. 

Yes, and if they’d strike there’d be 
a whole lot of you fellows trying to 
get their jobs at that! 

Who’s afraid of an onion-sand- 
wich? 

BEAUTY 
(CERTAIN motion picture maga- 
zines and newspapers are con- 
tinually pulling off “Beauty Contests” 
for screen aspirants. The most beau- 
tiful grab the medal, the praise and 
sometimes the job. 

Why should all these decorations 
be heaped upon the possessor of 
beauty? Their beauty is simply an 
accident of birth; same as a club- 
foot or crossed-eyes. The owner is 
in no way responsible for it. Their 
beauty was not attained through any 
endeavor on their part; why festoon 
them with prizes for having it? 

The greatest actors that ever lived 
and whose names still live, were not 





Pictures Worth Watching: 


THE GOLEM 
German half-futurist story of the clay 
image that came to life to help the Jews. 

WAY DOWN EAST 
Variegated Griffith melodrama, that with 
all its faults is still a great film. 

THE FOUR HORSEMEN 
A long episodic drama that helps raise 
the level of American films above med- 
iocrity. 

EXPERIENCE 
Well-done morality play of the now well- 
known “Everyman” order. 

A YANKEE IN KING ARTHUR'S COURT 
Satiric humor of Yankee wit in ancient 
surroundings, inspired by Mark Twain. 

DREAM STREET 
Poetic melodrama of the London slums, 
one-tenth Burke and nine-tenths Griffith. 

DECEPTION 
Splendid foreign-made spectacle drama of 

enry VIII and his times and wives. 

GYPSY BLOOD 
Depressing but artistically splendid very 
sion of the Merrimee tragedy “Carmen.” 

THE KID 
Chaplin’s latest and best—until the next 
one comes out. 

THROUGH THE BACK DOOR 
Mary Pickford movie with splendid 
photography, moderate entertainment, 
and not very much sense. 

OVER THE HILL 
Homely but gripping drama of mother- 
love and ingratitude. 

SCRAP IRON 
Charles Ray story in which mother's 
prize-fightin’ son does everything except 
accept the girl. 











pretty ky any means. All the great- 
est men of history from Adam to 
Harding were somewhat unadonis. 
Communion with your history will 
show that all the famous feminine 
beauties of the past were either silly, 
brutal or naughty—often all three. 
Why boost beauty? 


WE LEARN EVERY DAY 


WHEN our dear old physiology 

professor back in our careless 
campus days sought to saddle our in- 
grown brain with the glorious truth 
that the human body contained 198 
bones, we thought the dear old dear 
was kidding us. 

We imagined, of course, in those 
hilarious days—and nights—'’twas 
merely a form of speech—for in- 
stance, like saying a pair of pants 
contained thirteen buttons. 

Last night, however, we learned 
the professor was right. We saw a 
tenuous and famous star in a one- 
piece bathing-suit and we counted 
"em. 

They were all there! 


PANTALOONS AND OPINIONS 


[BVIN S. COBB, the world’s great- 

est literary comedian, is strong 
for men discarding their trousers 
and — (don’t go away!) — wearing 
knickerbockers. 

Pressing the subject, a_ film 
actress, portraying a boy in one of 
her pictures, complains: “Gee! I’m 
glad I’m not a man and forced to 
wear these things all the time!” 

Another lady sky-light sews on a 
few verbal buttons thusly: “I am for 
trousers for women! Everyone 
knows a woman has two limbs, as a 
man has, and that she doesn’t end 
in a tail like a mermaid; so why be 
prudish about it?” 

While these sentiments are inter- 
esting they appear to be as divided 
as the subject. Let us hear from 
one, who being in-and-out of the 
things more often than anyone else, 
is fully qualified to enlighten us— 

Is Julian Eltinge in the house? 

















Motives, Muslin and Models in Movieland 


a a 


WALLACE REID REMOVES GLORIA SWAN- 
SON FROM THE PICTURE—IN “THE AFFAIRS 
or ANATOLE”—1} } CHAGRIN OF 
THE AUDIENCE, WHICH WILL DOUBTLESS 
CLAMOR FOR ITS MONEY BACK AT THE 
BOX-OFFICE. IN HIS ROLE OF CENSOR 
WALLACE MAKES A NEAT JOB OF DELETION. 


SHIRLEY MASON, THE FOX STAR, HAS 
AT LAST FOUND A NEW DIRECTOR AMEN- 
ABLE TO A SUGGESTION FROM A HUMBLE 
MOVIE ACTRESS. 


MARTHA MANSFIELD, BE- 

TWEEN PRODUCTIONS, WIELDS 

A WICKED SPADE ON HER 

: ASPARAGUS PLOT IN THE 

CoRINNE GRIFFITH MAKES : HOPE OF UNEARTHING SOME- 

‘QITE CONVINCING KID FOR THING ORIGINAL IN THE WAY 

THE FIRST FIVE - HUNDRED OF A NIFTY SCREEN STORY. 
RET OF FILM IN “MORAL 
PRER,” THE NE" EST VITAL 

VimacRAPH REL’ ASE. 
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Down, Fido, Down! 
1—“Well, I surely knocked ’em 
cold in my courses.” 
2—“Yeah, whatja get?” 
1—“ZERO.”—Tezas Scalper. 


Progress 
He—A fool used to blow out the 
gas— 
She—And now? 
He—He steps on it.—/llinois Siren. 


Dry Days 
I met old Mike on the campus, 
He looked as if he’d had a fall; 
He said, when I asked him what ailed 
him, 
“I’m out of spirits, that’s all.”— 
California Pelican. 


Slow Boy 

They were sitting on the sofa in 
the parlor—she on one end and he 
on the other. Suddenly she spoke 
through the stillness: 

“Suppose you start the Victrola, 
Howard.” 

“What’s the idea, Mary?” 

“Well—it’s about time you started 
something!”—The Villanovan. 


Sure 
Most girls with a strong line usu- 
ally hook some poor fish.—Missouri 
Showme. 





Young ’Un—I’M TAKING POLITICAL 
ECONOMY AT COLLEGE. 

Old ’Un—THAT’S A USELESS COURSE. 
WHY LEARN TO ECONOMIZE IN POLITICS? 
It’s NOT BEING DONE.—Cornell Widow. 





Tony—HvUH, MY BROTHER—HE BRAVE 
BIRD—FLY TWENTY THOUSAND FEET AND 
JUMP IN THE PAIR-O-SCHUTES. 

Red—SUPPOSE ONE OF THESE DAYS HE 
JUMPS OUT AND THE PARACHUTE DON’? 
WORK—HUH? 

Tony—MY .BROTHER—HE COME DOWN 
ANYWAY.—Carnegie Puppet. 


Her 
Two dazzling eyes 
With baby stare; 
A little smile 
And cute bobbed hair. 


Two dancing feet, 
A shoulder sway; 
A silly laugh, 
A vamping way. 


A crowd of men, 
A social whirl, 
And there you are— 
The modern girl. 
—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 


Good Eyes 
Rysse—They say Jack’s an awfully 
good-looker. 
Kay—So I noticed as I climbed on 
the car this morning.—Washington 
Sun Dodger. 


Comestic Urge 

Pelly, after a wide and minute in- 
vestigation, asserts positively that 
the women wear black lace hose, short 
tight dresses, penciled eyebrows, 
rouged cheeks, and red, cupid-bow 
lips in order to repel the male of the 
species.—California Pelican. 
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Howzat? 
“Who found a lady’s purse?” 
“I did.” 
“An honest man. 
in it?” 
“Nothing.”—Oregon Lemon Punch, 
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How much was 


Her Kiss Was Acid 
I kissed a girl, then got the colic. 
Say now, how could I know 
The rouge she used contained car- 
bolic? 
How could she treat me so!—Yale 
Record. 


Appreciation 
1921—Did you see that movie 
called Oliver Twist? 
Frosh—Yes: and say, wouldn’t that 
make a peach of a book?—Brown 
Jug. 


Alaska Again 
Woman Tourist—So this is Alaska. 
Bored Guide—Nome.—Washington 
Sun Dodger. 


Lucidity 

Professor (telling the story of how 
Orpheus descended into the lower 
regions to get Eurydice, his wife)— 
You understand the allusion, of 
course; Orpheus went down _ into 
Hades to find out where in hell his 
wife was.”—Princeton Tiger. 
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Bryn Mawr—WHAT KIND OF A SPORT 
DO YOU GENERALLY GO OUT FOR? 

Vassar—EITHER A YALE OR A PRINCE- 
TON ONE!—Yale Record. * 
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SAFEGUARDING THEIR SALARIES— 
“Giving the revolver to Pyron, the 
other prisoner, he went through the 
officers’ POCKETS and HANDCUFFED 
THEM after which he and his com- 
panion leaped from the train and 
made away.”—Portland (Ore.) Tele- 
gram. (Alfred C. Reese.) 


ARMED WITH A RAKE—“It is the 
frst product of his own starring 
unit and is a modernization, with 
Western setting, of THE THREE 
MUCKETEERS.—Close-Up, Los An- 
geles. (R. Wallace.) 


THE FISTIC OcTOPUS—“Ringside— 
Georges Carpentier finished flat on 
his face, his LEGION ARMS out- 
stretched, in the fourth round.”— 
Cumberland (Md.) Evening Times. 
(Ansel Umberger.) 


FOOLING THE MEDICOS—“The broth- 
ers are jitney drivers at Morgan 
City and the younger of the two, say 
physicians, cannot live, owing to 
severe fractures of the front and 
base of his skull. The older brother 
DEAD in a corn field WILL RECOVER.” — 
Texarkana Four-States Press. (Her- 
man Friedman.) 


A PRINCELY HANDOUT — “HAND 
valued at $237,000 bequeathed to 
Princeton.”—Heading in Philadel- 
phia North American. (Harry Dun- 
can.) 


OurR SwiFT GENERATION — 
“Charged with attempting to steal 
another man’s wife, Carl Lesnck, 
THIRTY-THREE MONTHS OLD, of Gary, 
Ind., was sent to the Erie County 
Penitentiary for eight months.”— 
Jamestown (N. G.) Morning Post. 
(Isabella Fein.) 


THE PERFECT REWARD—“Following 
this, Charlotte James presented the 
perfect attendance pins to twenty-five 
PUPILS WHO HAD BEEN ABSENT, TARDY, 
or DISMISSED during the entire year.” 
— Brookline (Mass.) Chronicle. 
(Foster Whitehouse.) 


HOLDING UP THE BAG—“The rifled 
mail pouch was BOUND AND GAGGED 
early to-day by a bandit who escaped 
with a pouch of first-class mail.” 
—Dallas News. (Stuart Maxwell.) 


A PLATONIC ScraAap—“Enterprising 
youths in the vicinity gathered the 
broken eggs IN SCRAMBLED DISHES.” 
—New York Daily News. (Louise 
Kirschner.) 


A TRIFLE PASSING—“Three times 
police hero dies from injuries in 
saving children.”—Heading in New 
York American. (Ruth Greenberg.) 


Stop Pushing There, Men! 





“Strike Leader Here—THE HEAD OF 
THE RAILWAY MEN’S UNION IS IN TOWN 
TO TAKE DIRECT CHARGE OF THE STRIKE 
ON THE BROOKLYN RAPID TRANSITLINES.” 
—New York American (H. K. Dahne). 
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A DRUM OBBLIGATO—“A 32-calibre 
revolver was used, the bullet ENTER- 
TAINING the right ear and emerging 
through the left ear.”—Anderson 
(S. C.) Daily Mail. (H. L. John- 
son.) 


NEW COINAGE—“Bankers of the 
MODDLE CENT and northwest will 
probably be invited within the next 
week or ten days to confer here with 
President Harding on financial prob- 
lems, it was said to-day at the treas- 
ury.”—Sioux City Tribune. (Geo. O. 
McCarthy.) 


WHY SHE HAD A PAIN IN THE 
NECK—‘“She reached Siwa and was 
found by a rescue party sent out by 
the Egyptian Government with her 
secretary SUFFERING from a newly 
broken collar bone, three men and 
four EXHAUSTED CAMELS.”—St. Louis 
Globe-Democrat. (Fred H. Lowen- 
stein.) 


SECOND CHILDHOOD—“Joshua Tut- 
hill, a pioneer resident of Springfield, 
died Sunday night at the Soldiers’ 
Home in St.James, Missouri, at THE 
AGE OF NINE YEARS. The exact 
cause of his death is not known by 
Springfield friends, but it is thought 
that he died from INFIRMITIES OF 
AGE.”—Springfield (Mo.) Republican. 
(Herbert Bruner.) 


PROBABLY A CUSTARD COMEDIAN— 
“It was an extraordinary BANQUET 
SPREAD OVER HIS FACE as he stated 
that his 25-year-cld second fire, Mrs. 
Esther M. Titnall Andrews, left him 
flat in the middle of dinner at an 
up-town hotel.”—New Castle (Pa.) 
News. (Mrs. H. E. Alexander.) 


Two AND A HALF PERSONS IN 
EacH BATHING SuiT—“Coney Island 
was visited to-day by the largest 
crowd of the year, estimated by the 
police at FORTY THOUSAND persons. 
Of this number more than ONE HUN- 
DRED THOUSAND spen* the day in bath- 
ing suits.’—Charleston (W. Va.) 
Gazette. (Norbert M. Milan.) 
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Drawn by CHARLES A. Hucues. 
Mr. Frog—GooD MORNING, MADAM. 
FAST FOOD? 


Mrs. Fish—On, I JUST SIMPLY DOTE ON... . 


Who’s Who in Zooland 


By MARY GRAHAM BONNER 


The American Eagle 


“ AM bald with age. My \ 


age is three years. 
It takes me that long to 
have a white head and white 
tail feathers such as you 
always see in my pictures. 
I like to be bald—or rather 
to have a white head. No 
hair tonics for Mr. Eagle. 
No, sir! 

“I have been asked to 
tell my story of the ways 
of Bald Eagles. We, as a 
family, have had a great 
honor paid us. It is the 
Bald Eagle who has been 
chosen as the American 
bird of freedom. No other family 
but ours has had such an honor shown 
it. So naturally, what we do is of 
interest. 

“We build our nests in high trees— 
pine trees principally. The nest kills 
the tree after a few years. If un- 
disturbed an eagle pair will remain 
in the same nest for many years. 
Mrs. Eagle lays two or three eggs in 
February and a month later the little 
eagles are hatched. But it is not 
until July—and even a little later— 
that the babies are considered strong 
enough to leave the nest to fly 
forth to the fish markets. It is 
suitable that they should try their 
wings and become free in the month 
of July. That is a great American 
month? 

“We are famous for our wonder- 
ful eyesight. I think that is why we 
have been chosen as the National 
Bird—because of our farsightedness 
and our clear, true vision. 

“But we’re human. We’re not per- 
fect. We have the faults as well as 
the fine points, for hearken to 
this: 

“We're not above grabbing what 
we can from Neighbor Fishhawk. 
Yes, we get what we can out of him 


TELL ME, WHAT IS YOUR FAVORITE BREAK- 











FROG LEGS! 


when the getting is good! 
guilty of profiteering, too, once in 


awhile!” 


, 


Drawn by Vivian L. Fritz. 


O1Ly TO BED. 


Girls 


Girls are awful stuckup and dig- 


nefide in thare 
maner and be- 
havyor. They 
think more of 
dress than eny- 
thing and like to 
play with dolls 
and rags. They 
cry if they see a 
cow in the dis- 
tans and are 
afraid of guns. 
They stay at 
home all the 
time and go to 
church every 
Sunday. They 
are allus_ sick. 
They are allus 
funny and make 
fun of boys 
hands and say 
how dirty. They 
can’t play mar- 
bles or leap 
frog, or  base- 
ball, ’cause they 
can’t throw 
straight. I pity 
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them pore things. I dont beleaye 
they ever killed & cat or anything. 
They look out every nite and say 
O aint the moon lovely. They are 
awful mushy! Their is one thing 
I have not told about girls, and that 
is thay allus know there lessons 
bettern boys. 


The Old Clock on the 
Stairway 
By BERT ADAIR SEELHOFF 


GAD the old clock on the stairway, 
“~ “Things are getting just a 
fright— 
No one ever thinks to thank me, 
’Though I’m working day and 
night! 


“No one pays the east attention 
To my constant ticking song— 

I never hear them say I’m right, 
But often, that I’m wrong! 


“If I hesitate a second, 
Just to rest my hands 
and face, 
Some one’s sure to see me 
do it; 
And at once I’m in dis- 
grace! 


“Then they shove me 
roughly forward, 
And again I’ve got to 
hike” — 
Said the old clock, on the 
stairway, 
“Guess the time is ripe 
to strike!” 





Drawn by CHARLES A. HUGHES. 
“REALLY, Y’KNOW, MiIsS DEMONK, YOU’RE AN ARTIST T0 
THE FINGER-TIPS!” 
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DETOUR — 
ROCKVILLE 9H 
—" 
B 








“How's the detour?” 
“Worst road I ever saw. I wouldn’t try it on anything but Kelly-Spring fields.” 
31 






























—an aristocratic 


FRENCH IVORY 
CIGARETTE CASE 


Springs open at the thumb’'s 
command. Flower or butterfly 
patterns or plain case with an 
initial $1, with monogram, $1.50. 
i FRENCH IVORY 


Put and 
T 
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—plays popular 
games. 5(c postpaid. 
INLAID CO, 
1078 Broad St. 
Peovidence, RL 

























Take Top 
Learn to Dance 


You can learn Fox-Trot, One-Step, Two- 

Step,Waltz and latest “up-to-the-minute” 
society dances in your own home by the won- 
derful Peak System of Mail Instruction 


New Diagram Method Easily learned; no 
music needed; thous ands taught successfully; 
success absolutely guaranteed 

Write for Special Terms. Send today for 
FREE information and surprisingly low offer 

WILLIAM CHANDLER PEAK, M. D. 
Room 168 4337 Broadway, Chicago, ti. 








VY "hex bes 4 iE epi(\ 
Brewa by A. T. MERRICK. ne : 
Summerboarder—CUTTING THE TREE 
DOWN? 
Farmer—No. 
Summerboarder — WHat! 
PRUNES GROW ON BUSHES? 


I’M PRUNING IT. 
Don’t 


No Amateur 

“Do you know; you are the very 
first man to kiss me?” cooed the 
dear young thing. 

“You must have taken a corre- 
spondence course, then,” replied the 
privileged one. “You certainly don’t 
act like a beginner.” 

Hold! 
Girls do not care whether a man 


has a strong chin or not if he just 
has a ae clinch. 





Caicos Sean 
— The Healthy —— 


Shaving Soap 


Cutieura Soap shaves without mug. Everywhere 25c. 























Drawn by R. B. FULLER. 





Boy—WOoOULD YE MIND GETTING UP A 
MINUTE, MISTER, SO WE KIN LOOK FER 
OUR BALL UNDER THAT BENCH? 


The Circle Squared 

HERE is hope for an afflicted 

world. Joseph Lenier, of Wheel- 
ing, W. V., asserts that after forty 
years of striving ne has squared the 
circle. For centuries past mathe- 
maticians have realized that the circle 
was waiting impatiently to be 
squared, and that the genius who 
accomplished the feat would become 
the greatest of all benefactors of 
the race. Much of the misery and 
mischief in the world has been 
caused by mankind’s realization that 
every circle harbored a mystery, that 
the relation of its diameter to its 
circumference was a matter more or 
less of conjecture, and that its linear 
assets, so to speak, never seemed to 
balance its linear liabilities. Now 
that this matter has bee. literally 
straightened out, and the circle can 
prove that it is no more of a rounder 
than it should be, mankind will be 
able to devote its attention to the 


Drawn by C. T. Amsanses. 

“SEE HERE, WILKINS, I WANT YOU TO 
KEEP YOUR BEES OUT OF MY FLOWER BEDS! 
I’VE GOT A RIGHT TO MY OWN HONEY, I 
GUESS.” 
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Sousa gives you inside secrets of his 
success; an bow you can quickly learn 











or cian tae eynest Develop your 
musical “bump'’ for profit and pleasure. 


Free Trial; Easy Payments 

on Any Conn Instrument. 
Easiest playing and best 
toned becaus: built 
by exclusiv> processes. 
Used by world’s a greateat art- 
ists. ‘Send postcard toda: 4 
Free Book and israits rf 
Trial. Easy Payment 


C.G.CONN, Ltd. 
Bldg. Elkhart, Indiana. 
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problem of how to be happy though 
sober, and others of like difficulty, 
But despite the great achievement 
of West Virginia’s crack mathema- 
tician, the question still remains— 
will the human race be able to square 
itself when called to judgment? 


His (Political) Blindness 


(If Milton had gone to Washington, 
seeking a job.) 
By A. McK. BRowNn 
i I consider how my time 
was spent 
In hanging ’round those endless 
halls and wide; 
How I would track down notables 
at hide- 
And-seek with me; how I would ask 
this gent 
To ask that other my name to pre- 
sent, 
And all my claims and talents; 
how I’d chide, 
Cajole, demand, blow mine own 
horn—I cried: 
“T’ll tell the world about this Govern- 
ment!” 
Experience made answer: 
don’t need 
Mere merit only; you must get 
your State 
(That’s its two Senators!) to 
back you; nerve 
Them to demand. Only their will 
can speed. 
On similar sanction all the Would- 
bes wait: 
All—all must wait who hope at 


” 


last to serve! 


Ouch! 
A woman is known by the acquaint- 
ances she cuts. 


|“STAMMERING 


~ Tfs Guise and aire oa 
You can be quickly cured if you stammer. -serd 
cents,coin or stamps,for 288 page cloth bound ee be 
Stammering and Stuttering. It tells how i cured my- 
self after Stammering and Stuttering for 20 years. 


SEAM N BOGUE, 3207 Bogue Building, 1147 K. Ii. St.,Indlanapolis 


ROMEI KE’S PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 

We will send you all newspaper clip- 

pings which may appear about you, your friends or any subject 

on which you may want to be ‘‘up-to-date." Every newspaper 

or periodical of importance in the United States and Europe 
searched. Terms $7.50 for 100 clippings. 


HENRY ROMEIKE 
106-110 Seventh Avenue 


“They 
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Drawn by Paut REILLY. 
“YOUR FUTURE’S SETTLED, MY BOY! 
You’RE GOING TO BE AN AUTOMOBILE 
MECHANIC.” 


The Magnetic Pole 


TH man, who by the brilliance of 

his genius, has thrown both the 
North and South Poles into oblivion. 

The Pianist who made the piano 
famous and subsequently accompan- 
ied Poland to a prominent place upon 
the program of Internationalism. 

An Artist whose orange, powder- 
puff-like mane put henna on the 
market. 

One of the few great musicians 
who has proven that an artist can 
look like a nut and play like an artist. 

A Statesman who tickles the ivo- 
ries with one hand and the destinies 
of his Fatherland with the other. 

Ignace Pacerewski—the most 
unique pianist-composer-hair-tonic- 
statesman of the twentieth century, 
who put polish into America and 
Americanism into Poland! 
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Drawn by CuestTer I. GARDE. 


Mrs. Outatown—I SEE THE SUBBUBS 
HAVE A NEW COOK. 

Mr. Outatown—Yes, BUT I DON’T 
THINK THEY’LL HAVE HER LONG. I SAT 
IN BACK OF HER ON THE TRAIN AND I 


NOTICED SHE HAD A RETURN TRIP TICKET. 




















Tools of Industry 


In industry, art, science, in 
fact in all kinds of work, good 
results require good imple- 
ments kept in good condition. 


If the right sort of imple- 
ment is important to an in- 
dividual workman, efficient 
tools for industry and com- 
merce are a vital necessity to 
the nation. 


Telephone service is one 
of the tools of American in- 
dustry and commerce in most 
common use and upon which 
much depends. The Amer- 
ican public cannot afford to 
let this tool get dull. 


To provide over twelve 
million subscribers with tele- 
phone connection; to trans- 
mit the vibrations of the 
human voice thirty million 
times a day and from any 
point to any other. point 
throughout the land, de- 
mands an expensive mechan- 
ism of the highest order of 
scientific precision, and an 
efficient organization. 


It is the aim of the Bell 
Telephone System, with the 
cooperation of the public, to 
be the most dependable tool 
of American industry. 


“BELL System” 
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syst ow 


ren toward Better Service 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
One Policy, One System, Universal Service, and all directed 





I Know 
By HELEN HYSELL 


| KNOW as I hastily cast off my 

street clothes for something more 
intimately alluring, in anticipation 
of your coming to my apartment to 
dinner—I know that when you scram- 
cle in, late as usual and breathlessly 
stammering explanations that do not 
explain— 

I know as I discard his orchids, 
presented to me this afternoon, for 
your violets, delivered last night by 
messenger—humming the while—I 
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know that I will smilingly accept 
your explanation and I shall hide my 
exultation behind a screen of spon- 
taneous gayety—I shall veil my tri- 
umph and allow you to believe that 
you are fooling me. 

Still—if your face, and hers, had 
not been reflected in the mirror be- 
fore which I adjusted my hat prior 
to entering the Ritzmore tearoom 
this afternoon—I would surely have 
stumbled openly upon your tryst, and 
worse—you would have stumbled 
upon mine! 
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a sick 


Thousands of Travelers the world 
over depend upon 


MOTHERSILL’S 
SEASICK REMEDY 


Prevents and relieves nausea. Practically all 
St panies on both fresh and salt 
water oa ofhcially ac Jopted, and advise, this 
remedy. No cocaine, morphine, opium, chloral, 
coal tar products or their derivatives nor other 
habit forming drugs. Sold by leading druggists 
everywhere on guarantee of satisfaction or 
money refunded. 60c and $1.20. 


MOTHERSILL F REMEDY COMPANY 
, MICHIGAN 
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Gilt Proof 
“Is the virtuoso whom you have 
engaged used to performing in high 
society ?” 
“My dear! His playing never dis- 
turbs the conversation of anyone 
poorer than a millionaire.” 














Drawn by P. L. Crosby. 


“HE KNOWS ON WHICH SIDE HIS BREAD 
IS BUTTERED.” 


| The trip is}, 









Sweet Marie! 
LONG time ago, about when 

A Bryan began his yallupping 

about the cross of gold, we 
used to sing, “There’s a secret in my 
heart, sweet Marie.” Remember the 
sweet old air? Ah, where are the 
Maries of yesteryear? 

The Maries of yesteryear! Yes, 
Marie 
Corelli. I remember Knuckle-Necked 
Sam, the bartender in Green’s Hotel, 
Philadelphia, used to read her “Sor- 
| rows of Satan,” and “The Mighty 
Atom.” He loaned them both to me 
one morning when I was hooched to 
the eyebrows. Sweet Marie awoke 
in me a sense of sin. She brought to 
life my Volstead soul. I quit my 
errant ways. Knuckle-Neck himself 
gave up slinging the green label over 





| the counter and opened an art store. 


I had nearly forgotten Marie until 
the other day Doubleday, Page & 
Company sent me a book by her 
called “The Love of Long Ago”’— 
short stories that are Corellian to 
the core. 

One of the stories (hear! hear!) 
concerns a scientist who believed in 
matter and things. One night while 
trying to dig out This and That from 
a mass of That and This, he heard 
above the thunder and lightnin’ some 
one sing “Lead, Kindly Light.” 

His faith returned—he dropped 
his brain down the dumbwaiter, 
threw his rickey out of the window, 
and signed up with the angels. 

Sweet Marie! 


To An American Brain! 
A LL reports to the contrary not- 
withstanding, there are a great 
many people with brains in America. 
I do not mean business brains, or 
men who can measure up to Mr. Edi- 
son’s questionnaire. I mean brains 
that go to make plays, novels, book 
reviews and first-class scenarios. 
Every once in awhile, while pursu- 
ing my job of irtellectual Sherlock 
Holmes, I stumble on a great Ameri- 
| can brain. It was a great day when 
| I bumped into Edgar Lee Masters 
and Vachel Lindsay. And, of course, 
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Three Homers on a Single and a Foul 
By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES 





you know that it was I who discov- 
ered Mencken, the Baltimore dervish. 

The American I am now tooting 
for is Eugene G. O’Neill. Eugene 
writes great plays—the greatest in 
These States at the present time. 
Boni & Liveright are getting out his 
plays in book form. If you haven’t 
seen “The Emperor Jones” and 
“Diff’rent,” here is your chance to 
do the next best thing—read ’em. 
“Straw,” the play that is to be pro- 
duced next season, is also in the cur- 
rent volume—but after you’ve read 
“Diff’rent” you have read the great- 
est play ever written by an American, 
and one of the greatest by anyone. 

I salute an American with daring 
and brains! 


“Can It!” Shouted Elfreda 

ADY ELFREDA belongs to the 

innermost circles of the British 
aristocracy. She was, in fact, the 
very kernel—or peanut—of her set. 
The circles on the outside of this 
Inner Seal were all rhomboids. The 
hub of this circle moved with the 
precision of a tory’s brain. Mar- 
riages were arranged at birth. And 
other things like that. 

But Elfreda was a regular gal. 
She was the wild Mencken of her set. 
Being the fifth daughter of an im- 
pecunious Earl, she had to marry in 
order to jack up the old man’s bank 
account. “Nix,” on that, said Elly, 
in the second chapter (“The Ad- 
venturous Lady”; J. C. Snaith; D. 
Appleton & Company). She made up 
her mind to dodge the Wulgar Rich 
and become a governess. She had 
her eye planted on a regular guy. 

Then—what do you think ?—com- 
plication follows on the heels of com- 
plication. Some of these complica- 
tions had French heels; others were 
heelless; some were well-heeled. But 
they are regular complications. 

And so there is no moral to this 
story. Life itself has no moral. The 
most deserving people are often the 
under collie. And vice versa. Cap- 
tain Norris was the lucky guy—and 
pop’s bank account shrivelled to the 
size of his cerebellum. 
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Wise Man Says: 


“Some workers never learn 

but others get the point— 
youll have money when 
you need it if you save 
some every week.” 


The man who worried least when the factory 
closed and the “No Help Wanted” signs were 
posted was the man with a savings fund. That 

man knows the importance of saving part of each 
week’s pay. 


Look ahead. Save regularly. See that a Govern- 
ment Savings Association is formed in your es- 
tablishment to make it easier for you to invest in 
Uncle Sam’s 


Treasury Savings 
Securities 


The Government Loan Organization and your 
employer will help you form such an Association. 


Treasury Savings Securities are on sale at Banks 


and Post Offices. 


Government Loan Organization 
Second Federal Reserve District 


120 Broadway New York City 
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